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Helen Birch-Bar tie tt 

And all the while I knew that what they feared of me 
I had no desire to accomplish. 



1 took as much — as little — all that 1 wanted, all. 

I alone guessed how much it was ; 

But they blessed me, sighing in their relief, 

For how little. 

PREMONITIONS 

Cloud upon cloud of mist, 

Fog clouds, 

And curtains of rain. 

Oh, the glistening world that lay last night 
Beyond the narrow and indrawing circle 
Of this grey morning's vision! 

I fear some secret chemistry at work 

Among these shifting shrouds, 

That stir and move repulsively, 

Like dank old water weeds 

In an old and stagnant pond. 

These dim cloud-walls may well conceal 

Some darker crown 

Than the pool's white crown of fire-flies. 

Have you no delicately colored words, 
Does your hand possess no new grace, 
Your eyes no cunning, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

To lure away this fantasy ? 
Your eyes .... 

Your eyes! 

THE BRIXGERS OF GIFTS 

High above the city 

We stood, and watched the boats upon the river. 

You had your dreams .... 

But the deeper peace that I knew at last 

Was not in your eyes' grey depths. 

From the cup of my hands 

You drank but the remembrance of sorrow; 

I knew but the fragrance of your spirit 

When the censer 

Lay broken at my feet. 

Above the city 

We watched the life of the river. 

We saw the lights appear .... 

BELSHAZZAR 

We were walled about with sinister intentions, 

And the hot, sweet summer day was suddenly alive 

With quickening fears. 

We knew .... but we shut them out, 

As one shuts out the unbearable sunlight of the dawn. 
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